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THE 


UNION  JACK  OF  OLD  ENGLAND. 


(NEW  EDITION.)  WILLIAMS. 


Piano. 
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Copyright^ 


i,ht,  1899,  CkarUs  SHcard  6-  C..,  .«  tke  United  States  of  An^rUa. 


3 


3 Old  Kruger  set  his  back  up  fine  and  large, 

And  dared  to  defy  us  once  more. 

But  he  very  soon  found  that  he  would  not  get  off 
As  cheap  as  he  got  off  before. 

The  Englishmen,  Scotchmen,  and  Irishmen  there, 
Soon  sent  the  old  Boers  double-quick  to  the  rear, 
And  carried  the  day  with  a rush,  and  a cheer 
For  the  Union  Jack  of  Old  England. 

Chorus — The  flag  that  lights,  &c. 


3 The  victory’s  theirs,  where  Anglo-Saxons  go, 
There  is  not  a doubt  about  that; 

And  where  won’t  they  go  to  get  at  a foe? 

Let  any  who  dare  tell  us  that ! 

TheyMl  hand  down  the  duty  from  father  to  son, 
To  fight  and  Jo  conquer  till  all  the  world’s  won. 
And  the  Stars  and  Stripes  wave  wide  in  the  sun 
With  the  Union  Jack  of  Old  England. 

Chorus— The  flag  that  lights,  &e. 


4 Our  brothers  and  sons  in  lands  across  the  sea 
Shall  never  by  us  be  denied, 

For  if  they're  oppressed  and  must  fight  for  their  right. 
Why  then  we  will  fight  by  their  side ! 

The  Army,  the  Navy,  the  brave  Volunteers 
From  our  Colonies  loyal,  will  gladden  their  ears 
With  shouts  of  revenge,  and  brave  British  cheers 
For  the  Union  Jack  of  Old  England. 

Chorus— The  flag  that  lights,  &c. 
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2 Though  at  times  it  has  met  with  disaster, 

Though  against  overwhelming  odds  we’ve  reeled, 
Yet  our  hearts  have  beat  firmer  and  faster, 

For  Britons  ne’er  have  learned  the  way  to  yield  ; 
Like  the  waves  beaten  back  by  rocky  headland. 

By  repulse  we  have  gathered  strength  anew. 

And  we’ve  painted  another  ptebe  of  red  land, 

O’er  which  floats  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 


3 Then  here’s  to  the  Queen,  boys,  God  bless  her, 
We’ll  conquer  fresh  lands  tor  her  to  rule. 

No  longer  the  fou!  Dutch  oppressor 
Our  free  born  sons  of  Briton  may  befool ; 
There's  a flag  •staff  awaiting  in  Pretoria, 
There’s  a flag  that  will  float  on  it  anew. 

They  must  pay  homaee  to  their  Queen  Victoria, 
And  bow  to  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 
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When  war  trumpets  are  sounded  we  are  first  to  leave  the  land. 

We  bid  good-bye  to  all  that’s  dear  with  a kiss  and  a shake  of  the  hand. 
Then  off  to  meet  and  fight  the  foe,  upon  some  foreign  shore, 

To  gain  a vict’ry  for  the  land,  we  never  may  see  more. 

Chorus — Under  the  British  Flag,  8cc 


3- 

When  fortune  on  our  forces  frowns  and  the  foe  may  hold  the 
Like  Britons  we  do  charge  and  charge,  until  we  make  them  yield, 

But  ’midst  the  dying  and  the  dead,  the  carnage  and  the  slaughter, 
We’re  first  to  help  a dying  foe,  and  give  the  enemy  quarter. 

Chorus— Under  the  British  Flag,  tcc. 
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GOOD  NEWS  FROM  THE  WAR. 

Written  by  HORACE  LeNNAED.  (NEW  VERSION.)  Composed  by  ToM  MAGUmE. 
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The  wives  and  the  sweethearts,  the  loving  mothers  too. 

At  first  can  scarce  believe  it,  ’tis  too  good  to  be  true, 

For  often  disappointment  as  weeks  have  passed,  they  knew. 
Wanting  good  news  from  the  war. 

Sec  ’tis  official ! there  is  no  room  for  doubt. 

And  our  hearts  are  all  aglow,  while  the  tears  will  trickle  out, 

A victory  is  won,  the  foe  is  put  to  rout. 

Glorious,  good  news  from  the  war  1 

Chorus — Shout,  boys,  a song  of  jubilation,  &c. 


% 

The  same  now  and  ever  our  history  has  been, 

At  6rst  we  seem  defeated,  but  up  we  bob  serene, 

And  soon  we'll  have  to  welcome  the  soldiers  of  the  Queen 
When  they  march  home  from  the  war. 

Sons  of  the  Empire,  all  one  in  heart  and  mind. 

You're  a match  for  all  the  world  when  like  brothers  you're  combined, 
And  soon  we  hope  to  hear  that  terms  of  peace  are  signed, 

That’s  the  best  news  from  the  war. 

Chorus — Shout,  boys,  a song  of  jubilation,  kc. 
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A SOLDIER  AND  A MAN. 


It 


iz 


COMBINED  WE’RE  A MATCH  FOR  THE  WORLD. 


Written  by  Oswald  Allan. 

Tempo  di  marcia. 


Composed  by  Alered  Lee. 


Piano.  < 
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2  Mother  England  hath  children,  young,  sturdy,  and  strong, 
In  her  Colonies  wealthy,  and  vast ; 

Worthy  sons  of  the  sires  who  have  e’er  hated  wrong. 

And  who’ll  stick  to  the  ship  to  the  last. 

Be  the  foe  who  he  may,  let  him  pause  ere  the  fight. 
Though  his  lip  In  disdain  may  be  curled ; 

For  he’ll  find  when  we  strike  for  our  homes  and  the  right. 
That  combined  we’re  a match  for  the  world. 

Chorus — Combined  we’re  a match.  Sec. 


3  Last  of  all,  but  not  least,  in  the  glorious  West, 

Some  American  cousins  we  own, 

Men  who  speak  the  same  tongue,  of  all  allies  the  best, 
Who  will  not  see  John  Bull  overthrown  ! 

With  the  Eagle  and  Lion  united  for  aye. 

We  can  laugh  at  all  dangers  in  store. 

For  we’ll  shatter  the  foe,  to  the  dust  in  the  fray, 

As  our  forefathers  beat  him  of  yore  ! 

Chorus— Combined  we’re  a match,  &c 


4  Then  with  England,  America,  linked  hand  in  hand. 

And  our  Colonies  firm  by  our  side, 

We’ll  have  never  a fear,  for  our  dear  native  land. 

Which  to  guard  is  the  true  Briton’s  pride. 

Let  them  come  when  they  list,  we  shall  be  undismayed. 
With  our  brotherhood’s  banners  unfurled; 

And  the  might  of  our  arms  shall  once  more  be  displayed, 
For  combined  we’ie  a match  for  the  world. 

Chorus— Coihbined  we're  a match,  ^c. 
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shame,  While  Bri  - tons  guard  their  sa  • cred  trust,  “ The  Le  • ga  • cy  of  Fame.” 


2 From  Agincourt  to  Inkerman, 

The  Anglo-Saxon  scroll 
Of  triumpns  ne'er  shall  tarnished  be 
As  long  as  ages  roll ; 

And  while  the  old  time  spirit  burns 
With  ceaseless  steady  flame. 

Will  sturdy  Britons  yet  preserve 
“ The  Legacy  of  Fame  ! ” 

Chorus— Old  England,  &c. 


3 Foes  taunt  the  Lion  with  his  age, 

But  they  had  best  refrain, 

Lest  in  his  wrath,  he  shake  them  oSj 
Like  dew  drops  from  his  mane; 

If  England’s  left  alone  in  peace, 

We’ll  leave  the  world  the  same, 
Reliant  on  the  pluck  of  old — 

“ Our  Legacy  of  Fame  ! ” 

Chorus— Old  England,  &c 
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HEARTS  OF  OAK. 

Pabllahed,  with  Worde  and  Pianoforte  Accompe.,  (Ull  Music  size,  in  No.  2026  of  the  Mosioat  Bov<tom.  Price  M. 

Composed  by  Db.  Botob 


We  be'ei  see  our  loffl  but  we  wish  tham  to  i They  vow  they’ll  invade  us,  if  all  lose  their  lives, 
etay,  But  that  scarcely  frightens  our  children  and 

They  never  see  us  but  they  wish  US  away ; i wives; 

If  they  run,  why  we  follow,  and  run  them  1 But  aliould  their  screw  steamers  in  darkness 


ashore, 

|''or  11  they  won't  fight  ns  we  cannot  do  more  1 
Dearts  of  oak,  &o. 


get  o'er. 

Free  Britons  they'll  find  to  receive  them  on 
' shore ! Hearts  of  oak*  &o- 


Oar  rifles  at:e  re.aiiy  our  nghta  to  maintain— 
Like  their  sires,  be  victorious  again  and  again, 
Then  cheer  up,  my  lads,  let  them  como  if  they 
mean, 

And  we'll  all  fight  like  Britons  for  Country  and 
Queen ! 

Hearts  of  oak,  &c 
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WHY  ROUSE  THE  BRITISH  LIONP 


^ I 
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Chorus,  a tempo. 


a The  British  Lion’s  fond  of  peace 
He  does  not  envy  others, 

He’d  have  ail  cruel  wars  to  cease 
And  all  men,  friends  and  broihers, 

A foe  to  none,  he’s  disinclined 
The  peaceful  link  to  sever, 

But  only  rouse  him  and  they’ll  Bnd, 
He’ll  fight  as  well  as  ever. 

Chorus — Why  rouse,  &c. 


3 Against  the  world  old  England  stood, 
And  bore  the  shock  and  rattle, 
Because  she  knew  her  cause  was  good. 
She  fought  and  won  the  battle; 

And  now  we’ve  tars  and  soldiers  too, 
With  hearts  both  brave  and  steady. 
Who  do  not  pant  for  war,  'tis  true, 

But  who  are  ever  ready. 

Chorus — Why  rouse, 


4 The  Lion  throws  no  gauntlet  down, 

He  does  not  wish  for  fighting. 
Already  has  he  gained  renown, 

The  wrongs  of  others  righting. 

Let  evil  doers  still  beware, 

How  ever  great  their  numbers 
The  Lion  sleeps  within  his  lair. 

Don’t  rouse  him  from  his  slumbers. 

Chorus — Why  rouse,  &c. 
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the  BONNIE  SOLDI  ER  - LADDIE. 

Written  and  Composed  by  GEORGE  WARE. 

Mcderato, 


t <■ 


ii 


Chorus. 
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a ’Tis  a year  since  he  left,  and  bid  me  adieu. 

He  will  not  deceive  me,  he  loves  me  too  true. 

And  I love  the  laddie,  and  I’m  longing  to  see 
My  soldier  returning,  then  he’ll  marry  me ; 

But  a day  seems  a month,  and  a month  seems  a year, 
When  longing  for  your  true  lover’s  voice  to  hear; 

But  his  ways  are  so  winning,  and  he’ll  soon  be  bark, 
And  have  lots  of  treasures  Tor  me  in  his  knapsack. 

Chorus — Then  with  colours,  See, 


3 He  sent  me  a letter,  each  word  breathing  love. 
Comparing  my  eyes  to  the  bright  stars  above  j 
He  speaks  of  promotion,  but  he’ll  w^it  awhile. 

Ere  he’s  made  a general  from  the  rank  and  file. 

But  whether  a private  or  a K.C.B. 

I don’t  care  a ng,  if  he  still  loves  me ; 

For  his  ways  are  so  winning,  and  he'll  soon  be  home. 
Then  all  o’er  the  world  with  my  laddie  I’ll  roam. 

Chorus — Then  with  colours,  &c. 
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the  empty  sleeve. 

Composed  by  George  Le  Bruns. 
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WE’RE  AUSTRALIANS  BUT  STILL  BRITANNIA’S  SONS. 


2$ 
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9 'Twas  not  alone  the  craxe  for  gold  that  caused  brave  Englishmen 
To  settle  down  and  colonize  in  Australasia  then. 

Ail  honour's  due  to  those  who  stood  up  for  Britannia’s  cause, 

And  fixed  their  flag  on  other  soil,  adhering  all  her  taws. 

We're  rich  enough  to  claim  our  proper  independency. 

But  while  our  Queen  is  on  the  throne,  we’ve  no  wish  to  be  free; 
We  can’t  stand  by  and  calmly  hear  those  angry  threats  of  wars, 
For  recollect  Victoria  is  our  Queen  as  well  as  yours. 

Chorus — Why  should  we,  &c. 

3 Can  England  be  in  danger  whilst  Australia  stands  by 
Her  sons  all  ready  for  the  dear  old  flag  to  fight  and  die. 

Let  other  nations  brag  and  sneer,  we’ll  show  where  reason  fails 
There’s  lots  of  pluck  and  muscle  in  the  boys  of  New  South  Walea 
Tho’  foreign  countries  say  that  we’ll  soon  throw  off  Briton’s  yoke, 
And  claim  Australia  as  our  own,  those  lies  all  end  in  smoke. 

We  still  have  English  hearts  and  if  a war  they  should  declare 
You  only  have  to  say  the  word— Australia  will  be  there. 

Chorus — Why  should  we,  kc. 
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PRIVATE  SMITH  OF  THE  VOLUNTEERS. 


rea.  v v * .m  v 

Copyright,  1896  and  1897,  hy  Charles  Sheard  & Co.,  in  the  United  States  of  America. 
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a If  he’s  short,  he’s  firmly  set,  solid  Smith  ! 

And  his  calves  are  growing  yet,  springy  Smith  I 
For  at  exercise  and  drill, 

He’s  enthusiastic  still, 

Going  at  it  with  a will,  puffing  Smith  1 
Though  he  likes  to  march  to  church,  sabbath  Smith  1 
He’ll  not  leave  us  in  the  lurch,  proper  Smith  1 
No  1 it  isn’t  all  parade. 

With  accoutrements  displayed. 

For  of  real  grit  he’s  made,  sterling  Smith ! 


3  If  just  now  and  then  he  struts,  swagger  Smith  1 
You  should  watch  him  at  the  butts,  patient  Smith  I 
If  at  soldiering  he  plays, 

He  gives  up  his  holidays. 

And  for  many  rounds  he  pays,  generous  Smith  1 
To  manoeuvres  he  will  tramp,  plodding  Smith  ! 
Every  year  he  goes  to  camp,  thorough  Smith  I 
If  his  tent  be  wringing  wet. 

The  lumbago  he  may  get. 

But  you’ll  never  hear  him  fret,  cheery  Smith  . 


4  British  tars  are  ever  brave — brave  as  Smith  ! 

I’ve  no  fears  how  they'll  behave,  nor  has  Smith  I 
But  torpedoes  in  a wink. 

All  our  ironclads  may  sink, 

What  a comfort  then  to  think,  we  have  Smith  1 
**  In  our  army  we’ve  good  stuff,"  so  says  Smith  . 

“ But  we  haven’t  got  enough  I ” mutters  Smith . 
Right  away  they’d  have  to  pack, 

And  we  mightn’t  get  'em  back,  ^ *»i.  i 
Things  would  look  uncommon  black,  but  tor  bmitn  I 


5  For  a moment  we’ll  suppose  (listen  Smith  1) 

WeTe  invaded  by  our  foes  (mark  me,  Smith  1) 

To  your  home  you’ll  bid  good-bye. 

With  a moisture  in  your  eye. 

And  you’ll  drive  ’em  out.  or  die  !— Won’t  you  Smith  ? 
If  your  cartridges  gave  out,  grimy  Smith  1 
You’d  give  one  defiant  shout,  baffied  Smith  I 
Then  your  teeth  you’d  firmly  set, 

And  you’d  fix  the  bayonet, 

And  you'd  send  it  home,  you  bet  1 tiger  Smith  I 


6  He  may  wonder  what  he  gains,  honest  Smith  I 
In  return  for  all  his  pains,  dogged  Smith  ! 

Well,  for  far  too  many  years. 

He  had  snubs  and  he  had  sneers ; 

None  the  less  he  perseveres  ! Bravo  Smith  1 

If  ‘'conscription”  is  a word.  Monsieur  Smith  ’ 
That  we  Britons  haven’t  heard,  Herr  Von  Smith  1 
It's  high  lime  the  nation  knew 
Where  the  credit  for  it's  due, 

For  it’s  only  thanks  to  you  1 Bless  you.  Smith  ! 


7  But  I’m  glad  to  say  at  last,  modest  Smith  I 
That  the  evil  day  has  passed,  smiling  Smith  I 
It  has  pleased  our  gracious  Queen, 

That  a decoration  green 
On  your  breast  may  now  be  seen,  V.D.  Smith  I 
For  the  badge  let’s  give  three  cheers  I And  for  Smith  I 
May  he  wear  it  many  years,  good  old  Smith  ! 

It's  been  honourably  won ; 

And,  when  service  days  are  done, 

May  he  pass  it  to  his  son— baby  Smith  I 
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GOD  SAVE  THE  QUEEN. 


SofRANO  Solo.  _ , 
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Chor0& 


3 Thy  choicest  gifts  in  store 
On  her  be  pleased  to  pour, 
Long  may  she  reign  I 
May  she  defend  our  laws, 
And  ever  give  us  cause 
To  sing  with  heart  and  voice, 
God  save  the  Queen. 


3 O Lord  our  God  arise. 

Scatter  her  enemies 
And  make  them  fall. 
Confound  their  politics. 
Frustrate  their  knavish  tricks, 
On  her  our  hopes  we  fix, 

O save  us  all  I 


Addii tonal  Verse. 

O Lord  our  rights  maintain 
While  Great  Victoria’s  reign 
Steadfast  prevails. 

Let  her  Thy  blessings  share, 
And  with  Almighty  care 
Guard  England’s  Rightful  Heir, 
The  Prince  of  Wales. 


RULE  BRITANNIA! 


4.  - 


V 
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IT’S  THE  ENGLISH-SPEAKING  RAGE  AGAINST  THE  WORLD. 


Written  by  Albert  Hall. 


(Sung  by  CHARLES  GODFREY.) 


Copyright^  1898,  by  CharUs  Sheard  & Co,,  in  the  United  States  of  America. 
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i. 

Linked  by  the  love  of  liberty 
Are  the  Anglo-Saxons  strong; 

Reared  where  the  sons  of  the  earth  are  free 
Cradled  with  the  same  sweet  song. 

In  humanity’s  cause  we’ve  ever  stood, 

Breathing  peace  and  goodwill  unto  man  ; 

But  must  we  fight  in  the  cause  of  truth  and  right, 
You’ll  find  the  whole  race  in  the  battle’s  van. 

Refrain. 

And  that’s  just  the  reason  why 
The  boys  now  all  stand  by  ! 

Repeat  Chorus, 


3* 

Linked  by  a higher  power  than  earth 
Are  the  Anglo-Saxon  sons; 

Other  races  try  to  copy  them 
In  their  methods,  ships,  and  guns. 

But  what  use  the  weapons  or  their  ships, 

Their  methods  or  their  tactics,  when. 

Whilst  they’re  only  building  ships  and  guns. 
The  Anglo*Saxon’s  budding  both — and  Mbn? 

Refrain. 

Men  of  that  race  so  high 
Who  all  the  world  defy. 

Repeat  Chorus, 


AMERICA  LOOKING  ON. 


Words  by  Albert  Hall, 


Music  by  J.  E.  RiDSDALE. 
Key  C.  Marcia.  , r i 
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need  neither  guns  nor 

pelf,  You  can 
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When  Cuban  patriots  groaned  beneath  their  Spanish  tyrants  sway. 
The  same  as  your  Uiilanders  'neath  Boer  tyranny  to-day. 

These  words  “ Go  on  America.”  came  to  your  Kinsmen  true. 

We  cheered  alike,  the  Stars  and  Stripes,  and  your  Red,  White, 


And  when  we  went  we  heard  John  Bull  speak  out  to  all  the  world, 
If  you  should  interfere,  don't  think  I’ll  sleep  with  Banners  lurled. 
And  we  sha’nt  do  the  less  lor  you,  when  foes  are  drawing  nigh  i 
No  I though  America  stands  by,  it’s  you  she  s standing  by  \ 

Chorus— So  America's  still  looking  on,  &c. 


We’re  brothers  of  the  self-same  race,  we  speak  the  self-same  tongue, 
Around  our  homestead  6res  at  night  the  self-same  songs  are  sung, 
The  tongue  that  links  the  glorious  race  all  o er  the  boundless  foam, 
The  tongue  in  which  our  babies  lisp  their  prayers  at  home  sweet 

And  shalUhe  race  stand  by  and  see  one  part  go  to  the  wall. 

Be  sure  the  youngsters  ne’er  will  see  the  elder  brother  rail. 

So  now,  John  Bull,  we’re  standing  by  and  looking  on  the  Iray, 
The  reason  we  are  looking,  is  to  see  you  have  fair  play. 

Chorus— Though  America’s  still  looking  on,  & 
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THE  LION  HEARTS  OF  ENGLAND. 


39 


Chorus. 


2 Thro'  the  Records  of  Fame  can  the  world  trace  the  name 
Of  the  Island  where  Freedom’s  enthroned. 

In  the  red  page  of  War,  Britain  shines  like  a star. 

And  as  Queen  of  the  Ocean  is  owned. 

As  we’ve  done  in  the  past,  so  we  will  to  the  last, 

With  a will  that  is  strong  as  our  arm, 

Be  the  odds  what  they  may,  we  will  win  in  the  fray, 

For  our  Lion  Hearts  will  never  feel  alarm. 

Chorus — The  Lion  Hearts,  See. 


3 Then  a toast  and  a cheer  for  the  land  we  revere. 

Yes,  Albion  the  place  of  our  birth,  , 

Our  own  dear  Island  home,  round  which  white  billows  foam 
And  encircle  this  bright  spot  of  earth. 

And  should  war  come  in  time,  still  with  valour  sublime 
We  will  strike  for  our  freedom  and  rights. 

And  the  world  we  defy,  for  with  trust  we  rely 
On  the  Lion  Hearts  who’ve  won  a thousand  tignts. 

Chorus— The  Lion  Hearts,  Ikc. 
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VICTORIA;  EMPRES  S— Q U E E N . 
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Chorus. 


With  love  she  rules  a mighty  nation, 

And  binds  her  people  round  her  throne, 
Commands  their  loyal  adoration, 

And  makes  their  joys  and  griefs  her  own ; 
Each  colony  and  each  dominion. 

And  every  country  'neath  her  sway. 
Despite  all  partisan  opinion. 

Their  loving  homage  to  her  pay. 

Then  hail,  Victoria,  SiC, 


Where’er  the  English  tongue  is  spoken, 
Where’er  our  standard  is  unfurled. 

In  bonds  of  brotherhood  unbroken 
Our  Empire  stands  before  the  world; 
And  when  we  sing  “ All  hail,  Victoria ! ” 
Best  monarch  that  all  lime  has  seen. 
We  honour  her  as  India's  Empress, 

But  love  her  best  as  England’s  Queen  ! 

Then  hail,  Victoria,  See, 
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Refrain. 


2 Oh,  proudly  they  walk  but  each  Cameron  knows, 

He  may  tread  on  the  heather  no  more; 

But  boldly  he  follows  his  chief  to  the  field. 

Where  his  laurels  were  gathered  before. 

Refrain — I hear  the  piebroch,  &c. 


3 


The  moon  has  arisen,  it  shines  on  that  path 
Now  trod  by  the  gallant  and  true ; 

High,  high  are  their  hopes  for  their  chieftain  has  said. 
That  whatever  men  dare  they  can  do. 


Rbiiuin — 1 hear  the  piebi^ich,  &c. 
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HER  LAD  IN  THE  SCOTCH  BRIGADE. 


(NEW  VERSION.) 
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CHOttOS. 
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2. 

Though  an  ocean  divided  the  lad  from  his  lassie, 
Though  Geordie  was  forced  far  away  o’er  the  foam ; 
His  roof  was  the  sky,  and  his  bed  was  the  desert. 

But  his  heart  with  his  Jeannie  was  always  at  home. 
The  morning  that  dawned  on  the  famed  day  of  battle 
Found  Geordie  enacting  a true  hero’s  part ; 

Till  an  enemy’s  bullet  brought  with  it  it’s  billet, 

And  buried  that  dear  lock  of  hair  in  his  heart 
Over  the  kopjes,  dec. 


3- 

On  the  banks  of  the  Clyde  dwells  a heart-broken  mother, 
They  told  her  of  how  the  great  victory  was  won  ! 

But  the  glory  of  England  to  her  brought  no  comfort. 

For  glory  to  her  meant  the  loss  of  her  son. 

But  Jeannie  is  with  her  to  comfort  and  shield  her, 
Together  they  weep,  and  together  they  pray , 

And  Jeannie  her  daughter  will  be  while  she  lives, 

For  tne  saKe  of  that  laddie  who  died  far  away. 

Over  the  kopjes,  dtc. 
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MicaUd  to  th  Imperial  Yeomanry  Brigade  serving  at  the  front,  under  Lord  CUesham. 

THE  YEOMEN  OF  OUR  LAND. 


charm  for  me  more 


grand,  As  the  home  of  Eng- land's  he  - roes,  stur  - dy  Yeo  - men  of  our 


47 


V,HORUS.  . 
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Then  God  bless  the  hon  • est  Yeo-men,  hon-est  Yeo-men  of  our  land. 


a They  are  ever  free  and  hearty, 

They  are  always  true  and  frank, 

But  they  truckle  not  to  station. 

Nor  bow  down  to  wealth  or  rank ! 

Though  their  fearless  open  features 
Are  with  sun  and  hard  work  tanned,— 
They  have  health  that  Kings  might  envy, 
These  stout  Yeomen  of  our  land. 

Chorus— They’re  the  backbone,  &c. 


3 In  the  arts  of  peace  they’re  foremost, 

But  at  home  and  far  abroad 
They  have  proved,  for  countless  ages. 

They  can  wield  the  Victor’s  sword ! 

And  if  ere  their  Island’s  threatened, 

There's  no  force  that  could  withstand 
The  indomitable  valour 

Of  the  Yeomen  of  our  land. 

Chorus — They’re  the  backbone,  &c. 
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OUR  KIN  ACROSS  THE  SEA;  OR,  MOTHER  ENGLAND'S  SONS. 
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2. 

From  the  South  rolls  back  the  answer. 

From  the  East  and  West  beside. 

We  are  thine,  oh,  Mother  Country, 

Though  the  seas  our  shores  divide; 

But  our  love  can  conquer  distance, 

You  can  count  on  every  son, 

And  they’ll  6nd  that  we  are  with  you 
If  there’s  6ghting  to  be  done. 

Chorus— Join  hearts  across  the  sea.  See, 


3. 

We  are  one  in  thought  and  language. 

We  are  one  in  heart  and  love. 

We  are  one  in  faith  and  worship 
Of  the  God  who  reigns  above; 

And  the  blood  that  so  unites  us, 

Is  the  blood  our  fathers  gave. 

To  make  our  flag  the  emblem 
Of  the  noble  and  the  brave. 

Chorus— Join  hearts  across  the  sea,  kc. 
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OLD  ENGLAND  NE’ER  SHALL  LOSE  HER  SWAY. 
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Chorus. 
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